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seen what we have seen this morning and las
night/' And yet in point of colour it fades
beside the brilliance revealed by that afternoon
walk. It was to a point i| miles away, and to
reach which we plodded through drifts of snow.
The snow lying in the brilliant sun under a sky
of deep blue glittered and shone with a blinding
effect; the spectacles were necessary. We
stopped at many viewpoints along the rim (in
the opposite direction to that of the morning)
and watched the long shadows, lengthening and
deepening from blue to purple, and purple to
black among the crags, red, orange, brown and
pink, till they rested on the grey lavender of the
long slopes of shale. At last we reached our goal
and stood on the verandah of a log cabin looking
up and down the Canyon: this I think the
finest viewpoint of alL One could see farther
on either hand and deeper into the abysses below.
Falling into conversation with the Ranger of the
Canyon, a highly intelligent man and a good
geologist, he said that the entire Canyon had been
created by water erosions, explaining the geological
history* It represents at least 50 million years
of nature's work; it is still going on and may go
on for another 50 million years if the planet lasts
as long. Here we are buried in the immensities
of time as well as in the immensities of space:
" Our age is as nothing before Thee." One little
incident impressed me: as I was gazing into the
depths below suddenly out of the darkness of